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HPEN6009 Writing Fiction Susan Elizabeth Adams 1600044

Task 2 – The Exercise: FOCUS 1600044
A (middle aged) woman on a bus has an argument with the bus driver.
A young man intervenes on her side and her life is changed.
F - first, set up her world
O - Bus driver
C - Young man
U - unexpected development following their meeting
S - what happens between them
T1
John left her as soon as the tests confirmed that their unborn baby had Down’s Syndrome. Twenty-five years later Jane lived her life to the full, with her beautiful girl, Rainbow. Looking back, she could not begin to understand a life without Rainbow. Rainbow was her world, they did most things together and when they were apart, Jane missed her daughter as life was dull and without purpose. Rainbow worked at the Café New in Lampeter every Wednesday; this was one of the highlights of her week. Jane and Rainbow would travel on the T1 bus from Carmarthen to Lampeter every Wednesday morning. Rainbow loved to talk to her fellow passengers having got to know them after travelling on the bus for over a year; several passengers were Rainbow’s café customers. Today was a special day for Rainbow as the magazine, Down2Earth, was making a feature story of Rainbow at work in Café New.

It was a raw November morning and the wind was biting as the rain slashed down on the bus shelter which did not give much shelter to the storm which was growing stronger. Rainbow held her hood, she did not want to ruin her hair that her mum had styled for her and she was afraid her new hair band would be damaged. She wanted to look good in her photo; Jane reassured her that she looked beautiful. The bus eventually came into view and Rainbow stepped out of the shelter; the driver pulled up quickly, splashing straight into a large puddle spraying dirty water all over Rainbow and her mother. 
‘Oh dear, look at us, we’re a pair of drowned rats!’ Jane exclaimed trying to make a joke of it although she was furious with the driver. 
When they stepped onto the bus, for Rainbow’s sake, Jane did not want to make a scene and was glad to see Luke, a student, who Rainbow loved to talk to. Luke witnessed what had happened and called Rainbow to sit with him. Jane gave her daughter some tissues to dry herself off as she walked towards Luke and Jane paid for the tickets.
‘You want to be a bit more considerate to your passengers.’ Jane reprimanded the arrogant bus driver who just ignored her and carried on with a telephone conversation. He put his mobile phone into his top pocket and continued the journey. 
The weather was awful, with no improvement as the driver raced along the country lanes braking at each bend causing every passenger to jolt from their seat. Jane looked across to the opposite seat where Luke was listening to Rainbow excitedly talking about the magazine and how long it took to blow dry her hair; she stood up to show Luke her new shoes just as the bus driver slammed on the brakes causing Rainbow to fall. 
Jane stood and strode towards the driver who was still driving dangerously considering the weather and the safety of passengers on board; suddenly the bus skidded, hit a tree and toppled over. Jane fell head first through the large windscreen. Rainbow screamed and suddenly the bus was still and quiet, except for the sounds of the rain and wind.
It was three years later when Joe and Rainbow were visiting Jane’s grave. 
‘I am going to put this red rose on Luke’s grave because he liked red roses it was his favourite flower.’ Rainbow said to Joe.
It had taken Joe months of fighting to become Rainbow’s guardian. Joe had worked as a bus driver for years and had been extremely upset on the day of the tragic crash. Although the weather had been atrocious, he was told to keep to the timetable and get to the next destination on time no matter what or he would be fired. The bus had not been safe for passengers to travel in and Joe had telephoned the company, prior to the fatal trip, to advise them to cancel the journey, but they ignored his advice and told him that he was fired and to return to the depot as soon as possible. 
‘Come on Rainbow, let’s get and open the café, we got customers to feed.’ said Joe as he walked hand in hand with Rainbow across to the popular Jane’s New Café.
Task 3 – Illegal Immigrant
Welsh Female living in Australia for many years illegally. She has a row with a neighbour who knows her secret and goes to the authorities. There is a knock at her door:
Knock, Knock
2018
It had been the wettest March in Sydney since the big floods of 1984 and the city was gradually beginning to resemble its old self. The costly clean-up operations were drawing to a close and life in the city was back to normal business.
The vineyards had taken a tremendous beating from the fierce floods and it was hands on, working all hours of hard graft for the staff and owners of Castell Creek Vineyard in Newport, New South Wales. The company had been a small family run business for over sixty years, that had grown into a top quality and well-established vineyard exporting its famous labelled wines all over the world.
Libby had been employed there for twenty years, working her way up the grapevine, so to speak, from grape picker to marketing manager. She first arrived in Australia as a tourist, spending three months in the country after graduating from Cardiff University. Being a strong-minded Welsh girl, she was determined to pay for the trip by working and happened to be in the right place at the right time when she was offered a fruit picking job at Castell Creek. Libby had never looked back and made a life in Australia. She had never had a family and her friends were either starting a family or moving around. It was an opportunity not to be missed.
The owners of the vineyard were Sheila and David Jones, who took a shine to Libby and invited her stay in a small guest house next door to their family home. They authorised a complete makeover for the guest house and had furnished the place to Libby’s taste. It was her first proper home and Libby enjoyed her new life and soon learned that her new best friend was her beautiful Welsh accent that the Aussies adored, and Libby loved to play on. She would go surfing with friends, loved the night life and was a big part of the family at the vineyard, especially Sheila and Dave as having no children, they made a fuss of Libby with homemade meals and the best Christmases she had ever known. 
That was life for Libby in the first years of living in Australia but now after living there for almost twenty years, she was feeling a little uncertain. She missed Wales and at forty she was single. She had had a few lovers but nothing very exciting and certainly none serious enough for marriage.
There was one major problem that played on Libby’s mind, she had not applied for a work permit and was living in Australia illegally. Sometimes, like today, Libby missed Wales but was realistic to know that her life would be miserable at home just like the miserable Welsh weather. There was a knock on the door which stopped Libby in her thoughts as she heard Sheila calling.
‘Come on in!’ shouted Libby.
‘I can’t stay, I am only here to give this to you from Dave and to remind you not to be late tonight.’ Sheila said and left as quickly as she had arrived.
Libby went back to her thoughts thinking that indeed she was lucky to have all this and Sheila and Dave. She knew the couple had been married for nearly forty years and suspected that the barbecue that evening was an announcement for their anniversary party. 
Libby opened the gift-wrapped box that Sheila had just placed into her hands, as she ripped open the paper, she knew it must be jewelry. This was not just any piece of jewelry though. The necklace was made of platinum, very delicate with an L shaped pendant studded in diamonds. How thoughtful, how kind Libby thought and burst into tears. 
It was a beautiful evening in November as the guests arrived in their droves to the smells of the barbecue and sounds of people having fun.
‘G’day Libby, glad you are here. It wouldn’t be the same without you.’ David said wrapping Libby in his arms and planting a big kiss on her cheek.
‘This looks amazing.’ Libby said standing at the rear of the property where the party planners had been busy all week transforming the grounds into a party venue fit for a royal occasion.
‘Thank you.’ Libby said accepting a glass of champagne from a tray offered by a waiter. ‘No expense spared tonight, David Jones.’
‘I wanted it to be a special night and Sheila suggested the caterers and planners and I think she was spot on.’ David replied.
As the party got into full swing, David made a speech thanking his family of workers at Castell Creek and for everyone who helped with the party and finished his speech in style with a cheesy Dave joke. The guests laughed and a few groaned but cheered and applauded their kind boss, and Sheila announced that they were going to take some time off to go around the world to celebrate their fortieth wedding anniversary. There was more cheering, and the guests congratulated the couple. Libby smiled at Dave and mouthed, ‘well done,’ to him as she walked away to refill her glass.
 It was a great party, the guests drank lots of alcohol, ate lots of food and danced the night away, including Dave who would normally have watched everybody else having fun. He was delighted when his new assistant manager took Libby in his arms and danced a slow number with her. ‘Look after that one, mate.’ Dave said to Tyler
The music stepped up a pace, as Sheila and David twisted and jived to a sixties number. 
Libby and Tyler spent the remainder of the evening in each other’s company. Sheila was playing hostess attempting to talk to every guest as Dave sat with the men eating food and drinking beer. 
The guests were dwindling to just a few as the caterers busily cleared away and had almost finished for the evening. Even the music had stopped and there was still a couple of the younger guests sitting drinking as Libby, Tyler, Dave and Sheila sat talking about the anniversary world cruise. 
‘Dave, I know it’s been a long night, but will you go and get the brochure, I want to show Libs?  asked Sheila. 
Dave did not make it to the entrance of the house. David had suffered a massive heart attack.
The funeral was a big affair which was not surprising considering how popular David Jones had been in the community. He was a wealthy man and had shared his wealth with those less fortunate, giving a lot to charity and, being a very fair boss, paid his staff well.
Tyler was a godsend to Libby; he was there just when she needed him the most. He proved to be an asset to the company, taking over the responsibility of managing the vineyard whilst the funeral arrangements and the shock of Dave’s death ground the wine business at Castell Creek to a halt. 
A few weeks passed before Castell Creek began to return to some kind of normality.
Sheila had taken to her bed for a few days after the funeral, friends rallied round, and Libby was impossible to ignore with all her nagging and coaxing until eventually Shelia had given in knowing that she had to pull herself together and more importantly sort the legal stuff, and that’s what she feared the most.
The New Year bought many surprises for Sheila, instead of enjoying a holiday of a lifetime with her husband she was sat in the office of her solicitors on the hottest day ever trying to focus on what was going on in her barmy world. In a nutshell, Dave had left the vineyard to Libby. The vineyard had been in his family for sixty years and David’s Welsh grandfather had left the land to his only son, John, who had turned the plot into a vineyard. John had grown up near the plot and been a shrewd business man; he knew a lot about vineyards along that area and it was not long when he was growing his own grapes and making wine. He taught his only son all he knew, and David had made a success of the business. 
Shelia returned home from the solicitor and telephoned the immigrations offices; she was bitter and felt betrayed. Why had he given Libby a diamond necklace? It all made sense now. Shelia packed a small case and closed the door on her way out, ignoring Libby as she called out to her from a window.
A few days later, Sheila, seated in a beach café opened the letter she had dreaded to read since she had received it from the solicitors. It was a hand-written letter from Dave.
 February 1st  2017
My dearest Sheila,
I am sorry about leaving you but I would have not been able to live without you in my life, so I am glad that I have gone before you. You know I have never been good at writing personal letters - after all you always did that for me, but I need you to read this, it is the last thing I want you to do for me. 
We have had a wonderful life together. It breaks my heart that we never had children of our own and this is what I have to tell you. 
Just before we married, and I went to the UK on business I met family in Wales. I also met a young girl and had a silly affair. I am sorry and you probably hate me but I must explain. Geinor had the most piercing blue eyes. You do not want to know this, but it is important. When I first saw Libby, she reminded me of Geinor. It was her eyes. You were already sweet on Libby and by the time I found out that Libby’s mother had died and her name was Geinor I thought this was too much of a coincidence and I eventually came up with some story to Libby to get her blood tested and we took a DNA without Libby’s knowledge. 
Libby is my child. I only knew at the beginning of this year. 
I am hoping you will respect my wishes and remember that I only ever loved you. 
My beautiful Sheila.
Dave x
PS I hope they all laughed at my cheesy funeral joke?
‘Elizabeth Friend, I am here from the department of the Australian Government Immigration office; may I come in?’ 
Libby let the immigration officer into her home. She had known this day would eventually come but the timing was shit.
Sheila came running up the path and hammered several times at the door.
‘Libby! Libby please answer the door!’ Sheila shouted and kept on until Libby appeared at the porch.
‘Oh Libby, I am so very sorry.’ Shelia cried and took her in her arms.
Sheila had decided that a quick wedding did not mean a small cheap wedding. The planners and caterers would take care of that and a winter wedding would be such a treat for everyone to enjoy. 
‘I don’t want my grandchild to be born out of wedlock.’ Sheila told Libby.
How stupid Shelia had felt when Libby explained that she had discovered that since living in Australia from the first six months of her arrival, David had organised a work permit which was stamped and paid for every two years, allowing Libby to live in Australia.
Task 6 - 1600044

Write a short story beginning with the sentence Where were you last night?

Forget Me Not

‘Where were you last night?’ Amy asked raising her voice that made Pat jump a little.

‘Out. Chloe and Daisy are coming over for lunch today.’ said Pat.

Amy looked at Pat confused. She did not know who Chloe and Daisy were, so she nodded as though she knew who Pat was talking about. 

‘Oh,’ said Amy suddenly remembering. ‘Are Chloe and Daisy the new girls from school?

‘No.’ replied Pat and asked Amy if she would like a biscuit.

‘I am on a diet so no biscuits.’ Amy answered.

‘If you say so.’ Pat said placing the plate on the side and went and curled up on the sofa next to Amy. 

It was one of the hottest days in July and Pat had opened the windows in the living room to give the room some air and the sounds of children playing on the estate could be heard and someone was kicking a ball against a wall. It was Denny a little boy who lived across the road. A neighbour soon came out of their house and shouted at Denny telling him to go and kick the ball at the park. 

‘Piss off!’ Denny said to the neighbour

‘Denny Richards, you just wait - I will tell your grandmother to wash your mouth out with a bar of soap!’ shouted the neighbour.

‘Poor Denny.’ Pat muttered.

‘I can’t decide if I want to go to the pictures or hang out at Jackson’s corner or….’

Amy drifted off in mid-sentence as something had caught her eye on the television. She glared at the screen as though she was in a trance.

Pat took the empty plate and cups into the kitchen as the doorbell rang.

‘I’ll answer it!’ Pat called out.

‘If it’s the coal man, tell him mum will pay next week!’ shouted Amy

‘Hi Pete, what do you want?’ asked Pat

‘I’ve just popped over to let you know I can’t come tonight.’ Pete said as he stood with his hands in his pockets looking at his feet unable to look at Pat directly.

‘You’re gutless Pete.’ said Pat angrily ‘You know how it is and… just fuck off, bloody men.’ Pat slammed the door and went into the living room where the television was blaring, and Amy stood looking into the wall mirror. Pat quickly turned the television off. She was annoyed that the DVD had finished as she did not want to upset the household with anymore nonsense from Trump, May and the upsetting scenes of war-torn countries.

She also hoped that Amy did not hear the conversation she had with Pete. 

‘Do you think my hair needs doing?’ Amy asked Pat as they stood next to each other looking at their reflections in the mirror.

‘Sally styled your hair yesterday and it still looks fantastic.’ Pat said gently touching Amy’s hair as they both grinned at their reflection.

‘I don’t like it.’ Amy moaned and sat back down on the sofa looking for the remote control. 

Pat had the remote control and switched the television back on making sure she had adjusted the volume and the DVD was playing.

Pat grabbed her latest Robert Galbraith novel and she began to read. After being engrossed with the novel, Pat had devoured pages before she was interrupted by a loud scream coming from Amy.

‘No! he’s going to kill her.’ Amy shouted 

It took Pat a few moments to understand what all the fuss was about. The DVD had ended, and an American crime series was on. Pat took the remote from Amy and switched the television off.

‘Are you OK?’ Pat asked Amy smoothing her.

Amy looked at Pat confused.

‘I will go to my bedroom.’ Amy said with a yawn.

‘Do you want company?’ asked Pat

‘No, I think I just want to lie down.’ replied Amy

Pat had prepared lunch and was sat talking to Chloe and Daisy drinking her tea and having a break before she went up to wake Amy. 

‘I love hot new potatoes with salad.’ Daisy said. ‘The contrast with the hot and cold is cool.’

‘Same here.’ said Chloe. ‘I like crispy and smooth together, like crisp sarnies.’ 

‘You also like peanut butter, jam and pickle.’ Daisy giggled touching her sister on the stomach.

‘Listen to you two, you do make me laugh – anybody would think you were still children.’ Pat said smiling at the girls.

‘Um, I don’t think so.’ Chloe said patting her full pregnant belly. 

Amy was sat on the bed when Pat entered the bedroom.

‘I’ve made lunch and the girls are downstairs.’ Pat said softly to Amy

‘That’s lovely. I won’t be long.’ replied Amy

‘Here, let me brush your hair.’ Pat said taking the hairbrush from Amy. ‘Shall we have lunch in the garden?’

‘No, I don’t want to make extra work for you.’ Amy replied and asked how long she had been asleep.

‘Only an hour.’ replied Pat and told Amy to take her time as she left and went downstairs.

Chloe, Daisy and Pat were sat at the table when Amy walked into the kitchen

‘Hello.’ Amy said looking a little confused at everyone.

‘Hi Nan.’ Chloe and Daisy said in unison.

‘Here mum, come and sit between the girls and have your lunch.’ Pat said to Amy

‘Yes, and what a treat to be with my favourite girls.’ Amy smiled and picked up her knife and fork and began to eat.

Task 10 – Narrative from a photograph.
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Robert Capa, French Fishermen Looking at The Corpses of Slain US Soldiers, 1944 
Oversexed, overpaid and over here.

Farmington, Illinois

‘Son!’ Don’s father, Jack called from the foot of the stairs. ‘Are you ready?’

Don admired himself one last time in the full-length mirror and straightened his cap knowing how dashing he looked in his uniform.

‘Sure pa, coming!’ Don called back in reply and grabbed his bag and ran down the stairs. 

Don entered the living room where his parents were standing together waiting for him.

‘Well look at my handsome son.’ smiled Elizabeth as she dabbed the dampness from her face with her hankie. ‘Give your ma one last cuddle before you go.’

There was a toot from a car horn outside.

‘Here’s my lift.’ Don said and pulled away from his mother’s embrace and went to shake his father’s hand. 

‘Come here, you’re never too old for a kiss from your old father, even if you are a soldier in the US army.’ Jack said to Don as they kissed and said their farewells.

Before Don got to the vehicle where the other soldiers were eagerly waiting for him, Elizabeth came running up towards him and fastened a gold chain around his neck.

‘It’s from your father and me.’ she said and walked quickly back up the path with tears running down her face.

Don took the necklace off as soon as he got into the jeep. Before placing the necklace in his pocket, he noticed that it was inscribed with the words God be with you Don. He smiled and thought how lucky he was to have great parents. He was an only child and had recently celebrated his eighteenth birthday. His parents had surprised him with a Plymouth – his favourite automobile in deep blue with a leather soft top convertible roof. 

Normandy

It took from dawn until noon to gather the remainder of the dead soldiers from the 114th Infantry Regiment of the United States, from the shoreline and into a neat row. Their bodies mostly blown away from bombs and missiles. 

Three French fishermen whose jobs were temporarily redundant during the Normandy Landings, had volunteered to help with the war effort wherever possible; had the horrific task of transporting the dead bodies from the shoreline and laying the bodies as dignified as possible ready for identification. 

They would scour the shoreline finding body parts of soldiers who they had just covered over with blankets in their makeshift mortuary. 

Phillipe lit up a Lucky Strike cigarette that he had been given from one of the dead soldiers the day before the attack. In his hand sat a crucifix. It was Don’s. He wanted to put it in Don’s pocket but that proved impossible. Don’s body had been strewn across the beach. 

He stood drawing hard on his cigarette looking down at the bodies of dead soldiers. He coughed slightly at the unusual tobacco and his eyes caught sight of his cigarette supplier; Corporal Downey. He threw the cigarette and knelt down on the sand. Behind him stood a British soldier who placed his hand on Phillipe’s arm. 

Phillipe turned his head and looked up.

‘Tommy, when you go back to England, be sure to tell them the brave American soldiers were not oversexed and overpaid over here.

Task 8 Objective correlative

Describe a landscape as seen by an old woman whose disgusting and detestable old husband has just died.

Opening the curtains, the living room took on a whole new appearance. The sun shone through and the sweet call of the black bird had lifted Mavis’s spirits. 
She had opened the windows to let the fresh air in and smiled at the sight of her new bedlinen waving through the breeze on the washing line. 
It was a busy morning for Mavis who had been awake since the crack of dawn. She definitely could not sleep what with all the excitement going on in her life. 

‘You are never too old.’ Mavis said to herself.

She turned to face the old armchair; his armchair. The worn, greasy stained, tapestry chair that smelled of him and was placed appropriately in the dark corner of the room. Hanging on the arm of the chair was his tattered grey old cardigan that Bob had loved.

Mavis was determined to move on and she grabbed the cardigan and took it into the kitchen and threw it in the cat’s basket thinking that she should have washed it first. She needed to wash it all away, burn it even, just get rid of it. Get rid of everything.

She promised herself to be good. Most of the dirt had gone and the smell – his smell was disappearing as quickly as his death. 
Standing in her back garden with the washing already folded neatly in the plastic basket, Mavis was mentally making images of how her garden would look next summer after Nancy’s gardener had spread his green fingers over every patch of soil. As she thought, it suddenly dawned on Mavis how graceful the hills looked to her now. Throughout her married life, she always viewed the hills as a terrible sight. Now they felt like protection in their velvety green armour standing tall and elegant.

Flowers sat in a glass vase on a newly polished table. The neighbours had been so kind and old Nancy next door had popped over with the sweet-smelling arrangement of homegrown flowers from her garden; sweet peas, honeysuckle, lavender and roses. The flowers made the table look so happy and pretty. Mavis couldn’t even remember having such a beautiful bouquet sitting on her dining table. The polish and floral aroma were a new feature in the room, in the past these had been forbidden.

Still jolly and busy with her chores and plans that would take up all her day, Mavis took a bottle of sherry from the kitchen cupboard and sat at the dining table to drink a toast. Another new edition to the dining room was alcohol. Mavis just giggled after having two sips of sherry, she climbed up the stairs to get herself ready, singing all the way up to the top and along to her bedroom. 

The old Roberts radio was no longer sitting in the bottom of her wardrobe, it was now on the bedside table. Mavis listened happily to a play on Radio 4 whilst she got her new clothes ready to wear that day. Coming out of the bathroom, she noticed what a wonderful feeling it was to actually smell and feel like a woman again, soft delicate and sweet scented. Thanks to the wonderful world of Boots products thought Mavis.

The new black suit fitted perfectly and when she stepped into her designer court shoes, Mavis felt wonderful.

Her make up took a while to put on as she rarely used it. Her hands no longer shook which surprised her and when she had completed the task, she admired herself in the mirror. The transformation like her house was a success. 
Bob scurried across the kitchen floor as he heard the familiar sound of his food tray being placed on the slate flooring. Mavis wore a warm smile as Bob brushed against her leg looking at the piece of salmon in his bowl. She stroked him and as she left the cottage, the smell of freshly cut grass filled the air. 
Mavis had never had a family but the neighbours stood outside their garden gates looking up in admiration to her. She put her hand above her brow to cover the sun rays and looked around the small rows of cottages in the hamlet. The beautiful thatched cottage where the Taylor’s once lived but now is home to the newlyweds, had a rope swing in the garden that protruded over an immaculately pruned hedge. The husband was mowing the lawn and stopped when he noticed Mavis and stood next to his pregnant wife.

A few close friends came towards Mavis as she closed the old wooden gate.
The hearse did not leave until Mavis was sitting comfortably in the car behind. 

Turning to Nancy, Mavis remarked calmly how lovely the weather was.

CRITIQUE – CREATIVE WRITING STYLE WRITING FICTION

The Christmas Party

Introduction from the author.

Back in the good old days before God created “Block Teaching” and the world was a lot brighter, I was a happy student studying Creative Writing in Lampeter. The weather was always good, the teaching methods were excellent, and students were generally happy with the teaching system which allowed them to study in lectures at reasonable hours for three days a week

Term breaks and reading weeks always coincided with assignments, giving students time to complete their essays and spend quality time with their loved ones.

In the year 2018 Block Teaching arrived at the University; there were great floods, great travelling expenses and one very tired mature student. That’s me! 

I have already completed the first two blocks and am half way through the third. I am a third-year student, and although I have the next two blocks off, I will still have work for my dissertation that I will complete during these next two ‘free’ blocks. 
I am on the bus now making my way to the final lecture. I love creative writing, writing fiction is my favourite occupation as I learn more as a writer. I would like to publish a novel one day.

I am still amazed when I have an idea for a story and as I am writing other great ideas pop into my head and I get so excited. I am not easily pleased but if you give writing fiction a try, you will understand what I am saying. 

 Merry Christmas 

Sue 

The Christmas Party

Michael was breathless by the time he reached the top of the roof of the old university building. With his hands on his knees, and head bent towards the ground he slowly regained his breath. Michael was obese, and it had taken all of his strength to climb the roof, but it needed to be done. He was not going to spend the rest of his life in a prison cell. 

Stu was glad to have finished the last two modules of Creative Writing studies at Lampeter University and was eager to begin his next module, Writing Fiction. The autumn was coming to a close and the cold winter was quickly pushing its way in. Stu put on his woolly hat and scarf and made the hour and a half journey on public transport to university. He did not like the early morning start of lectures but by the time he arrived for the classes, he was wide awake and keen. 

The first weeks of lectures had gone smoothly for Stu, although the travelling to and from University had been tiresome, he enjoyed the lectures, learning new skills for his writing and submitting the work on the forum. Every day he would be thinking of an original fictional tale that he could tell on the forum.

Writing Fiction was a popular module and a mixed class of Level 5 and 6 students came to twenty-two students and Stu liked the fact that everyone got on well. The students were often given a topic and were required to write a creative piece centered on the theme. He enjoyed reading Alex Cox’s Writing Short Stories, and particularly liked the advice on page 31, The Warped Mind because of his interest in reading crime fiction novels. “The trick is to push commonplace emotions to an extreme.” 
Stu kept a journal where he recorded overheard conversations, or interesting news items for his fictional work and he recalled the creative process when completing a task for writing fiction. He was not very good with descriptions and could not get to grips with script writing for films and studied hardest on topic 8, Objective Correlative. He also thought that the forum was a great idea for boosting his confidence as a writer and a chance to observe how other students coped with the set topics.

The gales and floods of the past few weeks had relented, and the sun shone through the window of Tucker 1. The full class was listening intently to Professor Ed when he was rudely interrupted by the site manager sitting astride his mower cutting the grass outside. 

‘It’s December, you silly sod!’ a student shouted. The noise from the mower grew louder the nearer the site manager got to the classroom. 

Students were laughing at the scene. The grass cutter had distracted the whole class and the lecture were put on hold until eventually the caretaker took off and went to the other side of the building taking his loud grass cutting machine in the direction of the Arts Block. 

‘I use to teach him.’ Ed Dickens remarked to the class and another roar of laughter erupted from the students after a witty response about the professor having a big effect on the site manager’s chosen career.

Stu sat thinking why the hell didn’t he cut the grass after one o’clock when there were no lectures and made a note about it for his critique. He smiled at the page where he had made a mind map of Task 2, including characters, ages, names and research internet address. Researching just briefly into a topic you are unsure about it a good idea and before you know you it, you’re writing like an expert on the subject but it’s better when you improvise. This was great advice from the lecturer. Stu was eager to learn about Alzheimer’s and with just a few minutes reading on a website, he was able to fit the information into the fictional storyline.  

Nigel and Mary were sitting in 1822 café on campus waiting for Philly and Jen to arrive. 

Mary was already drinking wine to get her into the party mood.

‘What gave you the idea to write about Australia in your creative piece about illegal immigrants?’ asked Nigel.
‘My daughter is moving there from New Zealand and has to jump through hoops to get a visa as the laws there are so strict.’ Mary explained and went on to say her daughter had been offered a job fruit picking in Australia and would start after Christmas. ‘You see, continued Mary, ‘the Australian government expect you to do work in agriculture.’ 

Nigel took a sip of his coffee, it was hot and he managed to spill a few drops on the table.

‘You were thinking of your daughter and what she is going through with Australian immigration.’ Nigel reflected.

‘Yes, I suppose that’s what I originally planned which is unusual with my work, I normally change my ideas when something interesting catches me. Only yesterday when I got home from completing Task 6, I changed it as it was Alzheimer’s day and I thought that’s an interesting topic. I preferred it to the original notes I had written in the lecture. I normally write two stories on each topic.’

Philly arrived without Jen; they were the best of friends and had studied together at University for three years and were always together.

‘Listen to you two talking shop, get a life it’s the Christmas party!’ cried Philly waving her glass in the air.

‘Where’s Jen?’ asked Nigel.

‘Dunno, she’s not answering her mobile so maybe she’s not coming but I am a bit concerned as I’ve not seen her today.’ Philly said looking slightly worried.

Michael was pleased that he had ruined part of the professor’s lecture the other day by deliberately mowing outside the room where he was teaching. 

Jen had been a good friend to him but like everyone in Michael’s life she had let him down. 

That morning she had agreed to go to go to Michael’s flat for a quick coffee before lectures. Now she lay dead on the bathroom floor. Michael had strangled her.

‘Prick teaser!’ Michael growled vehemently, as he grabbed the arms of the lifeless body and dragged it through into the lounge, wrapped it in a sheet and tied it down with masking tape. 

‘And now the professor.’ he wheezed and closed the front door.

Michael had been a keen student and had earned top grades during the first two years of studying the Creative Writing course but that was six years ago when he was good looking and played rugby for the university. In his last year of studies Michael had fallen in love but the girl was not interested. Michael gave up rugby, smoked pot on a regular basis and lost interest in his studies. He had had enough of writing stories, always being beaten in marks by some smart Alec, even though he thought his work was brilliant. He would have great ideas for his fiction and created some good fictional work using tips and advice from Dorothea Brande, and Kenneth Atchity. 

‘You can’t get out of Lampeter, the snow.’ George said. ‘and the powers that be have provided a hot buffet and free wine for the lecturers.’

Ed was just about to open the office door and looked up at George.

‘Well, let’s go then, what are we waiting for?’ Ed added and gave George a cheeky grin. 

Michael was standing behind Ed’s office door, hammer ready to raise the minute Ed walked through. He was disappointed when he heard footsteps walking away from the office. 

The party was in full swing, the students who had finished their dinner were sitting in the union bar. Nigel was keen to get away and join the others, but Mary was explaining to him about writing her critique creatively.

‘So, because you have recently written a critique and you felt the next one would be similar, you had the idea from Jen to write your critique as a short story; I like it.’ he said standing up, ready to leave the dining room. 

‘Yeah, I thought if I could try and explain the process I go through when I study, how I get my ideas for writing fiction and what I think of the whole module, I could write a short story and weave the critique into it.’ She explained as they both trudged through the snow to join the others at the Union bar.

‘And what about my photograph piece?’ Nigel asked. ‘You haven’t said anything about it.’

‘Yeah, it was good and I am impressed how much fiction you can get just from a photograph.’ Mary replied and added that she had been reading Robert Galbraith’s the Strike’s series of novels that have influenced her fictional writing.

As Michael looked down from the roof, the scene was completely different to what he had seen only a couple of hours ago. The carolers, flickering Christmas lights, the undisturbed snow and students had gone. Police tape, sirens and blue flashing lights replaced the festive scene.

Michael looked at the flag and jumped.
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